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his English breeches as though he could hardly believe that
he was wearing such good material.
" But you know, I couldn't find boots to fit my feet/' he
said meditatively. " The people who live in the English
country haven't got such healthy legs. . . . We sow and eat
wheat, but I expect in England it's like in Russia; they
only have rye to eat Otherwise how could they have such'
small feet ? They've clothed and shod all our company, and
sent us scented cigarettes , but all the same things are
bad____"
tc What's bad ? " Gregor asked with interest.
" It seems all right outside, but inside it's bad. You
know, the cossacks are again wanting to get out of fighting.
So nothing will come of this war. They were saying they
wouldn't go farther than the Khopersk region."
When he had said good-bye to Christonia, after a
moment's reflection Gregor decided : " I'll stay here a week
and then go back to the front. I shall die of misery here."
He remained at home until evening. He remembered the
days of his childhood and made Mishatka a windmill of
reeds, fashioned a sparrow-snare from a horse-hair, expertty
made his daughter a tiny carriage with wheels that turned
and a centre-pole painted in extraordinary colours, and even
tried to make a doll out of rags. But nothing came of that:
Duma had to help to finish the doll.
At first the children, to whom Gregor had never been so
attentive before, were distrustful of his intentions. But
afterward they would not leave him for a minute, and, late
in the afternoon, when Gregor was making ready to ride
back to the fields, Mishatka declared with tears in his
voice:
" You're always like that ! No sooner are you here than
you leave us again. . . . Take your snare, and the mill, and
the rattle with you. Take them all: I don't want them/'
Gregor took his son's little hands in his own great fists
and said:
<( If that's how you feel, let's settle it this way. You're
a cossack, and you'll ride out with me to the fields. We'll
mow the barley, and we'll stack it; you'll sit with grand-
father on the harvester, you'll drive the horses. And the
grasshoppers you'll find out there in the grass ! The birds
you'll see in the ravines I But Poliushka will stay at home